had to spring to the assistance of the gentleman who
had suddenly collapsed. The taxi drove away a man who
felt as faint as though his veins had been opened and all
his life-blood were draining from him.
One could not have said that Ambrosius was drunk
when he entered his homeward-bound train that evening.
True, he had poured a great quantity of red wine down
his throat in die meantime, but he had remained sober,
in a grim and empty way. Never in his whole life had he
experienced this dull, creeping coldness and emptiness.
He made a sorry picture as he entered a fairly full com-
partment and sank on to a scat His hair was wet, for he
had walked for hours bareheaded through the rain; his
coat gleamed, dripping and steaming; his eyes were
red-rimmed and sunk in deep hollows. Occasionally he
rubbed these burning eyes with his wounded hand.
A man clambered over the roofs of the carriages
lighting the small, powerless gas lamps, beneath which
everything had a drab look. The homeward journey
began. With a dumb apprehension Ambrosius thought of
his empty house, of the shocked servants, the murdered
palm, the shattered mirror which would never more
reflect Yvonne's likeness. . . .
" Good evening, Herr Professor," said somebody who
was cowering huddled up in a corner.
"Good evening—oh, it's you, Fraulein Willfuer. I
did not recognise you. The light is so bad."
"Yes."
" I believe it is raining," said Ambrofius a moment
later, and this observation bore witness to the utter
abstraction and confusion of his mind. At least Helene
Willfiier, who had become sensitive and perceptive
through her own experiences, noticed the professor's
confusion and his broken, extinguished spirit. Ambro-
sias meanwhile isaade an effort to make conversation. In
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